breast, and hands open, in the attitude of a donor in
some old picture of the Vision of the Virgin.

Fran?ois raised her chin, called her gently by her
name,  artlessly patting her bloodless cheeks. He
slipped his two arms under her body, and succeeded,
with a great effort, in lifting it, with the legs dangling.
He noticed a small circular scar on the big toe. I've
got one, too: the mark of a blow which Adrienne
once gave me with a shovel. It must be the scar of
some injury she received in childhood. With diffi-
culty he succeeded in carrying her into the next room
where he laid her on the bed, the same bed which
Claire had been in such haste to cover up. Her eyes
were half open, and Fran?ois could see the two pupils
of a liquid blue with golden filaments. He drew the
dressing-gown together over a small patch of exposed
stomach, scarcely at all rounded, and of a harsh white
colour. She was sleeping deeply. He stroked her
forehead. She uttered a low moan, and then was
quiet again. It was not worth waking her: better let
her burrow in this kindly sleep. She was already
dreaming. The lids had fallen over her eyes. A few
sounds came from her, words which grew confused
at the very moment of utterance. She turned her head
sharply, and buried her face in the coverlet which
her hands had rumpled.

Then, once again, Francois felt himself utterly
alone in the deep recesses of this house which,
under his insatiable gaze, was taking on a renewed
look of youth. The old brightness was coming back
to walls and curtains. The sunlight was now more
violent. An oppressive radiance was sparkling in the
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